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to, enjoy restful, unbroken sleep? 


iy takitie (a “cup vof o? Ovaluher’ seen tary Cbetore anne ar 
soothes the worn nerves and allays digestive activity—the 
principal causes of sleeplessness. 


- “ Ovaltine ” soothes the nerves by feeding them—not by drugging them 
with harmful narcotics.. This delicious food-beverage:; is‘ composed 
exclusively of Nature’s richest food elements—extracted from. fresh 
eggs, ripe barley malt and creamy milk, | _ ee ee plies 
During sleep these brain and body building elements gently, but surely 
renew worn cells and _ tissues,» revitalize the fatigued’ system: and’ pre- 
pare mind and body for renewed effort, with the dawn of ‘a new day. 
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Builds-up Brain, Ner 


Neh eS, 


“RUSKS  —_—sSR BEEBE 


More appetising, os: 
easily digested and Cae OB) as 
much more nourish- ry Ty 
ing than ordinary A coon 
rusks or biscuits. Ly 


Price 1/6 &2/6 pertin, SME ite Race: SS Wane NUR 


9 Children—and adults 


most delicious and 
..,. very nourishing food- 
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You can make sure of a thoroughly good night's rest all night + 


" <too—willenjoy. this ~— 


; Price 1/3 per, packet. : 
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a ee % eS Ohd: ‘Jane was "als then? Beh 
atime as he put the question. 
= “* Real!’ 


— woe ‘The Jancites — 4 
ee a ee By Rudyard Kipling 


Anthony slanesd fay an instant 


‘I couldn’ t quite make that out.’ 
-Humberstall’s | voice rose - almost to a_ treble... 


‘ Jane?. 


Thy, she was a little old maid ’oo ’d written ’alf a dozen books about _ 


> . ee ’undred years ago. 
A either. ‘Tknow. 


pao Sanevliesiin Winchester—blessed be her 
shade! - © 
Praise the Lord for making her,. 
. her for-all she made! 
s - And while'the stones: of Winchester: ‘or 
Milsom Street, remain, 
Clo love’ and honour unto’ asicnd> 
Jane! 


ey ~ struction attached to 
“Faith and Works 


"No. 5837 E-C.,” which 


Phas already been 
. -described,* Saturday 
A afternoon was_ the 


weekly clean-up, when 
all visiting Brethren 


under the direction of 





; the Lodge Officer of 

ee the day: their reward 

pak = a owas light refreshment _ 

Bale a and | the | meeting» of 

ae companions. echt 

This particular sa vane Sake 
EOS autumn — Sica 19—Brother . Burgess, 


P.M., was on* duty and, finding By 


er strong shift present, took advantage 
Se of it to strip and dust all. hangings 
: ‘and curtains, to go Over every inch 
of the Pavement—which. was stone, 
not floor¢loth—by hand; 
polish | the . Columns, Jewels, Work- 
ing outfit. and organ. Iwas given 
Serie. Officer’s Jewels to 
hyo? beantiful’ bits of old’ 
E, - silver-work < humanized’ by (genera- 


} 
ee 


tions ‘of elbow: -greaso—- and - retired - 
to: the! er gan- loft; for the floor: AV as. 


Siig ok SR OE 2 bt = Not 


Fit oaw Vide A In- the Interests of “the. Brethren.” 








aad. Pea 
~*~ brethren: 


N the Lodge | of In. 


were woleonie to help- 


and to 


clean . 
Geor ‘gli an 


J had to seed em.... 


’Twasn’t as if there was. _ anything to "em; 


Rt 


ek quarter-deck ofa battleship — 


attending 


Brother Burgess as we: passed, 


done. 


on the eve of a ball. Half a dozen 
had already made the | 
Pavement as glassy as the aisle of | 
Greenwich Chapel; the brazen chapi- 
ters winked like pure gold at the 
flashing Marks on the Chairs: and 
a morose one-legged brother Was 
to the Symbols of Mor- 
tality with, I think, rouge. — 
“They anche « he volunteered to 
66 tO. 
‘be just betwixt the colour of ripe 
apricots an’ a half-smoked.- meer- 


schaum. That’s how we kept ’em 

in my Mother- -Lodge—a treat to. 

look at.” | . 
“Vve never seen piband pele 

to touch this,” I-said. : 

as Wait till you see the organ,’ 

Brother Burgess replied. “You 


could shave init by the time they’ve 
Brother Anthony’s in charge 
up there—the taxi-owner you met 
here last month. I don’t think 
‘you’ve come across Brother Humber- 


stall, have vou?” 


’ Blown up twice.” 


““T don’t remember——”’ j hagaal 
“Vou wouldn’t have for gotten him | 
if you had. He’s a hairdresser now, 
somewhere at the back ‘of Ebury 
Street.. “Was Garrison Artillery. 


“Does he show it?” IT asked at 


the foot of the organ-loft stairs. 


Lazarus did, I expect.” 
“Burgess eg off. to. set 


“No-o, more than 
Brother 


someone else ” 


much 


Not 


‘to a Nabe 


Biothex Nations "¢ etalk red. 


aOonyr ight, 1924, : by Rudyard Kap liny, in the United. States of America. 
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| The Janeites _ oe 


dish, and. iobe was hiss- 
ing groom-fashion while he treated 
the rich acacia-wood panels of the 
Ledge organ with some sacred, 
secreéb composition of his own. 
Under his guidance Humberstall, 
an enormous, flat-faced man, with 
the shoulders, ribs and loins of the 
old Mark ’14 R.G.A., and the eyes 
of a bewildered retriever, rubbed 
the stuff in. I sat down to my task 
on the’ organ-bench, whose purple 
velvet cushion was being vacuum- 
‘cleaned on the floor below. 

_ “Now,” said Anthony, after five 
minutes’ vigorous work on the part 

of Humberstall. “Vow we’re gettin’ 

somethin’ worth lookin’ at!, Take ik: 


easy, an’ go on with what you was | 


tellin’ me about that Macklin man.”’ 
pet Tada t anything = against 
im,’ said’ Humberstall, ‘excep’ 
he’d been a toff by birth; but that 
never showed till he, was bosko 
absoluto, 
‘made a common ’ound of ’im. But 
when bosko, it all came out. Other- 
wise, he showed me my duties as 
mess-waiter very well on the ’ole.” 
“Ves, yes.. But what in ’ell made 
vou go back to your Circus! , The 
Board give you down-an’-out fair 
enough, you said, after the dump 
went up at Katables.”’ i 
ae no Board, I ’adn’t the 
ve to stay. at ’ome—not: with 
mo Sites chuckin’ /erself round all 
tht ree rooms like a rabbit every time 
the @othas tried to get Victoria; an’ 
sister writin’ me aunts four pages 
about it next day. Not for me, 
thank you! till the war was over. 
So I slid out with a draft—they 
wasn’t particular in 717, so long as 
the tally was correct—and I joined 
up again with our Circus some-. 
where at the back of Lar Pug Noy, I 
think it was.” He paused for some 
seconds and his brow wrinkled. 
“Then I—I went sick, or somethin’ 
cov other, they told me; but I know, 
when 1 reported for duty, our 
Battery Sergeant Major says that I 
wasn’t expected back, an’—an’, one 
thing leadin’ to another—to cut a 


Fe i : 
long story short—I went up before 


Sleadis 


our Maior “Misono shall ey 


pI? 


“my own name next—Major——” 


body. You'd never 


Mere bein’ drunk on’y | 


“Never mind,” Anthony 

rupted. “Go on!» 

in tadk apy Pz 
“7 ALE a mo”, 


my tongue then.” 


'T was on the tip 0! 


Humberstall dropped the ca f 
ing cloth and knitted his brows ne 


again in most profound thought. 
Anthony, beside, and a little in 
front of him, 
into a. ee tale of his taxi’s 


collision with a Marble Arch refuge 


on a greasy day after a three;yard 

skid. 7 
“OM uch domace ea | 
“Oh, no! 


ey 


baiced? 


{ 


Ev'ry ‘bolt an’ “screw 


an’ eae on the chassis strained; but 


nothing, carried | away, you under- 
stand me, an’ not-a scratch on the 
Jave. guessed a 
thing wrong till you. took. 
hand. It was a wop too: ’ead-on— 
like this!” And he slapped his 


tactful little forehead to. show what 


der to Humberstall. who came out | 
of his abstraction with ; a. slow héave, i 


till Id rejoined, 


140 


crowd. But, : 


a knock it had been. 
“Did your Major dish - you. ‘up 
much?” he went: on” over his shoul- 


“We-ell! He told me I wasn’t 
expected back either; an’ «he ‘said 
’e couldn’t ’ang up the. ‘ole Circus 
an’ he said. that 
my ten-inch Skoda which Vd been 
Number Three of, before the dump 
went up at Eatables, ‘ad er. 
’é said, as soon as’ a 
casualty occurred, he’d ‘remember 
ine. ‘ Meantime,’ Says | he, a par-. 


ticularly want fou for actin’? mess- | 


waiter.’ aa Ae 


“<Begsin’ your fave? sit,’ Ts 
says perfectly respectful ; 


didn’t exactly come ate for that, 
Shit, : 

Beggin’ your pardon, es 
stall, save ve.) putal appen to com- 
aa the Circus!, Now, you’re a 
sharp-witted man,’. he Says}. an 
what - we've’ suffered from . fool- 
waiters in mess ’as been somethin’ 
cruel, You lt takeon,- from now— 
under instruction. to Macklin ere.’ 

So this man, eed 


hier. | 
Tt’?ll come. back si 


suddenly launched ey 


er cane 


fll 


eo 


that ab was, : 
































; ae 
duties. 
: ?Ammick | was our Major, an’ Mosse 
ee ~Humberstall cele-— 
brated his recapture of the name by 
; labouring at the organ- icone on his 

knee. 


he i - Anthony protested. re ; 
. Mother’s often told me 
le didn’ 6 know my strength. Now, 


‘was. Captain.” 


showed me my 


you, about, | 
I’ve got it ! 


ane *Ammick ! 


“Took. eae You’ ll | iad 
ae Sorry! 


ere? 's'a curious thing. | ‘This Major 


ion ae 's all comin’ back to. me 


was. high- -up - divorce- -court 
Li aed) an’ Mosse, our Captain, 
was Number One 0’ “Mosse? s Private 


Detective ‘Agency. -You’ve ’eard of 


itt > Wives watched while you wait, 


an’ so on. Well, these two ’ad been 
registerin’ tobether, SO to speak, in 
the 


Civil line | for. years. on end, 


but hadn’t ever ‘met till the War. 


Consequently, at Mess their talk was 
mostly about famous cases they’ cL 
béen mixed up in. ’Ammick told 


‘the ‘Law-court endo’ the bukiness 


ever before or since, 


the pleadin’s; 


“parties—in- hotels an 


an’ all what had been left out of 
an’ Mosse 
actual facts concernin” the errin’ 
Bo on. ‘I’ve 
héard better talk in our Mess than 
It comes as 


the: Gunners bein’ a scientific corps.” 


about. 


tinued,- 


“That be damned !”’ said Anthony. 


ie Fees 


ae Tt anythin’ ’appens to ’em they’ve 


got. it all down in a book... There’s 


“110. book when your lorry dies on you 
in the ’Oly Land. That’s brains.” 


They appealed to me as arbitrator 
—Army Service Corps, Mechanical 
Transport, versus Garrison Artil- 
lery. 1 gave it as six of one and 


~ half a dozen of the other, which*was 


accepted, “yes 

“Well,” then,” Wumberstall con- 
“come on this secret society 
business that I. started tellin’ you 


‘When. those two— Ammick 


Ate nie -Mosse—’ad finished about their 


a OU: 
seldom or 
) begin, as often as not, on this secret 


matrimonial relations—and mind 
they ‘weren't 
ever repeated—they’d 
Society’ woman I was tellin’ you 
of—this Jane. She was ‘the only 


woman: 1 ever veard ° ‘em. say a good 





it,” 


a! bird. 


dal the 


radishes—they | 


word for. 


Jane?’ 
was 


neither 


PRACT, tek 





By Rudyard Kipling 


*Cordin’ to them \Jane 
was a none-such. Jf didn’t know 
then she was a-Society. ’Fact is, 
T. only “ung out: ’ariican ear jin 
their direction at first, on account 
of bein’ under instruction for mess- 
duty to this Macklin man. What 
drew my attention to her was a new 
Lieutenant joinin’ up. We called 
im ‘Gander’ on account of his 
profeel, which was the identical 
7E’d been a nactuary—work- 
in’ out ’ow long civilians ’ad to live. 

Neither ’Ammick nor Mosse wasted 
words on "im, at Mess. They went 
on talking as usual, an’ in due time, 
as usual, they got back to Jane. 


Gander cocks one of his big. chil- 


blainy ears. an’ cracks his ‘cold, 
clammy finger-joints: ‘By God! 
says.'é . “Yes, Jane,” Says 
"Ammick pretty short an’ senior. 
‘Praise "Haven !’ says Gander. : ‘It 
“Bubbly” where I’ve come 
from down the line.” (Some damn 
review or other, I expect.) Well 
’Ammick nor Mosse was 
easy-mouthed, or for that’ matter 
mealy-mouthed; but no sooner ’ad 


Gander passed that remark~ than 


they both shook ’ands with the 
young squirt across the table ari’ 


called for the port back again. It 


was a password, all right... Then 
they went at it about. Jane-all 
three, regardless of rank. That 


made me listen, © Presently, Ai eard 
7Ammick say——”’ . 
AEE OS, AMOre Anthony cut in. 
“ But what was you doin’ in Mess?’ 
“Me an’ Macklin was refixin’ the 


sand-bag screens to the dug-out - 
passage in case 0’ gas. We never 


knew when we'd cop it in the’ Kavies, 
don’t you see. But we knew we ’ad 
been looked for for some time, an’ 
it might come any minute. But, as 
I was sayin’, “Ammick says what a 
pity twas Jane ’ad died barren... ‘I 
deny’ that,’ says Mosse. ‘I main- 
tain she was fruitful in the ’ighest 
sense 0’ the word.’ An’ Mosse knew 
about such things, too. ‘I’m: in- 
clined to agree with ’Ammick,’ says 
young Gander, ‘ Any’ow, she’s left 
no direct. an’ lawful prop’ny.’ mt 





Ths Janeites | 


remninbor every word they. aia: on. 


account o’? what ’appened anhae- 
quently. I ’adn’t noticed Macklin 
much, or I’d.ha’ seen ’e was bosko 
absoluto. Then ’e cut in, leanin’ 


end of a bargain. — 


over a packin’-case with a face on. 


‘im like a dead mackerel in the dark. 
‘Pa-hardon: me, gents,’ Macklin 
Says, : 
| do ’appen to be; moderately, well- 
informed, She. did leave lawful 
issue in the shape o’ one son; 
7is name was ’Enery James,’ 


but this 7s a matter on which. 
3 fy 7 


says 


“< By what sire! Prove it;’ 
Gander, before “is senior officers: 
could get in a word, 2 

“*T will,’ says. Macklin, surgin’ 


on *is two hates: 
none of ’em spoke ! 
he-said was the sire of this *Enery 
James-man;. but. ’e delivered ’em a 
lecture on ae Jane-woman for more 
than a, quarter of an hour. 


An’, mark you, 


J forget whom . 


I’appen | 


to know. the exact time because my _ 
old-Skoda was on duty at. ten-minute - 


intervals reachin’ 
formin’-up area; and-her blast al- 
ways put out’the dug-out candles. I 
relif ’em once, an’ again at the end. 
In conclusion, this Macklin fell flat 
forward on *is face, which was how 
*e generally wound up is notion of a 
perfect. day. _Bosko absoluto! 


“<Make ?im away,’ says ’Ammick 
to me; .. *’E’s sufferin’ from shell- 
shock.’ 


To Cub. Bi: lena’ story short, that 


after some Jerry - 


worked,. Toff or note: ¢ knew his 


takin’ any. 


Janeites,. 
‘Mmore—fifteen up to date. ee 

“* Make it one Bradbury,’ ’e SAYS. 
‘It’s dirt cheap.. You saw me ’old 
the Circus in the ’ollow of me ’and.’: 

“No denyin’ i 
one pound, he oe dia me the 
Pass-word of the First Degree which - 
was Tilniz an’ trap- -LOors, 

ae oe what a trap-door is,’ ru 


says. to “but, what. in oll s 
Tilniz?’ : A ayes 
COV on obey orders,’ Q (Says, soa 


next time I ask. you what you’re 
thinkin’ about. you lL answer,“ Til- . 
ni2z an: trap-doors,” ina smart and 
soldierly manner. I’ W ‘spring ' ‘that 
question at me.own time. All you: ve 
got to do is to be distinck.’ 


First, ’e wasn't - 
'E said I wasn’t fit.to 
-be initiated into the Society of the. 
That-only meant five bob 


“We settled all this while we sue | 


skinnin’ 
camouflage. screens. - Gawd, ow that 
glue-paint did stink ! : 
’twasn’t so bad, with the sun ‘comin’ 


through our pantomime-leayes,.an’ 
the wind marcelling the: grasses in | 


was what, first put the notion into_ 


my ’ead; -Wouldn’t it you? Even 
’ad: » Macklin’. begm a eae -up 
Mason——’” * | 


“Wasn’t *e, then?” said Anthony, 
alittle puzzled. 
a ae hever gone becand the Blue - 
Degrees, ’e told: me. Any’ow, ’e’d 
lectured *is superior officers up an’ — 
down; ’e’d: as good as called ’em 
fools: most 0’ the time, in 7is toff’s 
yoiee. I-’eard ’im an’ I saw ’im. 
An’ all he got was-me told off to 


put ?im to bed! .And all-on account © 


o. Jane! 
thing like that get past you? 
me, either. Next mornin’, when his 
stummick was settled, I was at him 
full ery to find out Yow it was 


Would you have let a. 
Nor ‘i 


142 | 


the cutting. Well, one thing: leading | 


Aad. So, for * 


to another, an’ es cut.a long: story 


short, nothin’ further transpired in 
this direction till the afternooh. 
We’ad a high standard o’. livin’ in 
Mess—an’- in: the Group, for’ that 
matter. 
lunch—dinner ’e would. never call 
it—an’ Mosse was fillin’. ’ 


T was takin’ away Mosse’s_. 


|? 


iscigarette- + 


~ 


spuds for. dinner. at: the / e 
back 0’: the | _rear- truck under: Dur, 


‘Otherwise, . | 


casé previous to the afternoon’s 


duty. Macklin, 3 in the passage, com- 
in’ in as if ’e didn’t know. Mosse 
“was there, slings ’ 18 question, at me, 
an’ I, give the countersign ma low 
but quite distinck voice,-m 
if I ’adn’t seen Mosse. » Mosse looked 
at me through and through, with. 
his cigarette-case in his ’and.: Then 


’e “jerks “out.-’arf-: a -dozen—best 
Turkish—on the oe an’ exits. I. 
pinched ’cm - divvied owath, 
Macklin. hes 


ff VOW see ow be works,” “gays 
Macklin. << Could you ’ave invested 
a Bradbury to better adv. ents ib? 


makin’ as © 


A 


a 















eee 


La AE 


: cuttin’ the men’s 
Macklin used to chip; me. 
JE could: 





though, \ 
> tryin” me, I’m a dead bird. There. 


E86 fares ‘no, 214 Says. 
aif anes start provin’. 


Hees. | 
an’. 





must. he., a lots more » to this Janeite ao 


game.’ 


a aps! an’ 7eaps, he says. 


TAR communicate you all the ’Igher 


_ Degrees among the Janeites, includ 


in’ the Charges, for ‘another Brad-- 


bury; Duty, pow vaye g te work,” 
Debhins 240" ‘ 

ons Pocky free with _your -Brad- ‘ 
burys, wasn't. _you ?’ v 


erunted disapprovingly. Abas 
“What odds? “Ac- ace Gander 
told us, we: scouldn’ texpect to.av? rage 
more: than’ S1X weeks” longer apiece, 
an’, any’ ow, 


But 
to show you: the sort df ’eart I ’ave, | 


“Anthony a 


‘T never: regretted Te 


But make no mistake—the - ‘Prepata- : 


tion was _ somethin’ -eruel,: 


for direct instruction Te Jane,” : 
Ont Jane WAS realy then?” 


Anthony glanced’ for an’ ‘instant. at” 
66 T. it 


meas he put | the. question. | : 
couldn’ t quite ‘make that out: ae 
(<9 Real. ! pel 
almost ‘to a’ treble.“ Janie 1” 
‘she ‘was a little’ old ‘ maid.” 
written ’alf a dozen books about a 
’undred years ago. | "Twasn’t as if 
there was. aeaythin’ {O- ‘em, either.” I 
know. art had ‘to: read ’ em. ~ They 
weren re adventurous, | 


hepa young ‘then, I tell you), not 
certain ’oom they’d like to marry; 
an’ their dances an’ card-parties an’ 


picnics, and their young blokes goin” 
alr-- 


off to London on ‘orseback for ’ 
cuts an’ shaves. It took a full day 


in those: days; if you..went ‘to “a' 


proper barber. They wore. wigs, 
too, when. they. 
cler gymen. All that interested me 
on account. 0’ my profession, an’ 
’air every fort- 
might. | 
about bein’ an ’air-dresser.. 


| pass remarks, too!” . 
Wanikerstall repeated with relish. 


a fragment. of what must’ have been 
a superb commtination-service, ond- 
*ng with, “You lazy-minded, lousy- - 


Tin? the: | 
first place,” I ‘come’ “under Macklin’ 


Humberstall’s voice: rose — 
Why, 


oo'd 


nor ‘smutty, ai 
nor what you'd’ call even interest- 
in’—all about girls 0’ seventeen (they 


was. chemists. or: 


“Twas Seder Diao 


That didn’t suit : 


~ 


» pushed 


” 


Be Rudyard ‘Kipling 


Ae “long: trouséred,: perfumed 
perookier.”’ ee 
ewe ie you took it?” Anthony's: 


quick eyes ran over the man. - 

Yes? I was after my money’s 
worth; an’ Macklin, ’avit’ put. ’is 
’and ‘to the plough, wasn’t one to’ 
withdraw. it. Otherwise, if Vd 
vim, I’d-ha’slew 7im!» Our’ 
Bea, nearly did. For Macklin 
had a wonderful way o’ passing re- 


~ marks on a man’s civil life; an’ he 
put it about that our B.S.M. had 


run'a dope an’ dolly- shop with a, 
Chinese woman, the wrong end” oO 
Southwark Bri due. oe OU 
could-lay ’old of, 0’ cours z 
Humberstall. let! us: draws oui own 
conclusions. 

“That reminds me,” 
smacking his lips. 





anid Anthony, 
rad -aoit ot a: 


fracas with a fare in the Fulham 


3] Road last month. 


‘He called’ ane e 
I informed ” 

an’ fe Me see | 
for ’imself the'cab was quite clean. | 
ae called me 


paras- -tit-ic Forder 


a dam’lvar. 
“What happened aT nek. 
“One o’ them blue-bellied- Bolshies 


“of post-war Police (neglectin’ point- 


some Arabic at ’im. 


tryin’ to get petrol out of:a 


duty, as usual) asked us to flirt-a 
little ui My joker chucked 

; 1. That was’ when 
we signed the Armistice. ’E’d been 
a Yeoman—a perishin’ Gloucester- 
shire Yeoman—that  I’d - helped 


gather in the orange crop with a at 


Jaffa,in: the 7Oly, Land!” 

“And after that?” I continued. 

"it ud be “ard:to say’ TD know’e/ 
lived at’’Endon or Cricklewood. I 
took ’im there. We must ’ave talked 
Zionism -or ‘somethin’, because’ at 
seven next mornin’ ’im an’ me was 
a milk: 
shop at St. Albans. They ’adn’t | 
any. In lots o’ ways this war has” 


been a public noosance, as one might 


you shp through life easier. 





it ’elps 
The 
dairyman’s son ’ad- done. time on 
Jordan with camels. So he stood us 
a glass o’ rum an’ milk. oie 
“Just like ’avin’ the Password, 
comment. 


say, but there’s no denyin’ 


eh?” was Humberstall’s 
143. 





The Janeites 


bas: right \ ! 
Kelb.* Not so: 
your .Jane. stuff.” 
‘“ Jane wasn’t so. very 
way Macklin used to put ’er,” 
‘berstall! resumed. » ‘I 
books to: remember. 
names by.’eart as Macklin placed 
’em—one, called Persuasion, first; 
an”. thet? rest’ ina’ bunch,’ 
another about some Abbey or other-- 
last by three lengths. But, 
sayin’,. what beat me. was “there was 
nothin’ to’em nor 7m ’em.. Nothin’ 
at: all, -believe me.” cs 
“You seem good an 
any. ow,” said Anthony. 
-«“—T mean that ’er characters was 
no ase! They was just like people 
yout runacress any day: One, of 
em was a> curate—the ‘ Reverend 
Collins—always on the make an’ 
lookin’ to marry money, 


Ours wa 


Hum- 
ad only. SIX 


” full of-"em, 


Iwasa Boy Scout, ?im or.1s ‘twin 
brother was our troop-leader. An’ 
there «was: ‘an’ upstandin’  ’ard- 


‘mouthed Duchess or a Baronet’s 
wife that didn’t give a curse for 
anyone ’oo wouldn’t do what. she 
told see tem: “bot othe 
De Bugg. Before 
airdressin’ 
used to know. an ’olesale grocer’s 
wife near Leicester (I’m Leicester- 
shire myself) that might ’ave been 
‘er duplicate. And—oh, yes—there 


was .a Miss Bates; just an old maid. 


runnin’ about like a hen with ’er 
ead cut off, an’ her tongue loose at 
both ends. I’ve got an aunt like ’er. 
Cood as gold—but, you know.” 


“Tord, yes!” said Anthony, with: 


feeling. ‘An’ did you find out what 
Tilnz meant ? 
after the meanin’ of things meself.”’ 
“Vos, ’e was a swine of a Major- 
yYeneral (retired), and on the make. 
They’re all_on the make. in a quiet 
way in Jane. 
gentleman by ’is own estimation that 
’e was always be’avin’ like a hound. 
‘You know-the sort. “Turned a girl 
out of *is own 





ee coe 


* “Get out, you dog.” 


as Jimshce. 
"ard to remember as. 


adn’t any money—afler, m 
- encouragin’ 
aa ison, beeatise’a 
ard—n ne the’ : 
“ said: Anthouy. 
© mother——” © 
“IT learned ‘the ~ 


except. 
as. lwas\ \ a: good Janeite. 
EOL wasnt, 
~ avin 
Waters 
_trench-feet, - 


Well, when’ ‘says, 


Lady—Lady — 
Gatherine (1? get it in ‘ay minute): 
ma bought the 
/ business in London I 


after nine years, 


I’m always huntin’- 
though. 


7E was so much of a: 
was just before the B.S:M. 


’ouse because she 


mark YOU, 


> thought she had- ae 
But: that ’appens: all: the time,” 
© Why," me. 


Si 


-“Thatis : right. 


er to-set-’er eap at his 


own > 


So * ould” mine. hi Ha SD 
- But this Tilney was aman, an’*some: «9, 
- ow Jane’ put it down all so‘naked it 

“made: you ashamed. ‘I told: Macklin 








that, an’ he said I'was shapin’ tobe ~° 


'Twasn’t Ais fault 


been at’ the 


‘Ospital in ’Sixteen, | 


the » ‘streets where Jane’ 
There was one ‘of 


those sacred pavin’-stones.’ 
ee My feet tingled right enough,’ 
I said, ‘but not on account of Jane. 
Nothin’ 
SAYS. 


as Raven: lend me paticnee pene 


says, combin’ ’is ’air with ’is little 


hands. ‘ Every dam’ thing about 
Jane. is” remarkable to a pukka. 
Janeite.. It* was ‘there,’ he BAYS, . 


‘that Miss | What’ s-her-Name’  (e 


had the name 5 I’ve forgotten it), 
‘made up ’er: engagement 


Bloke.’ 
an’ a half of one of the books to 
learn by earl Terenas an, i: think 


“it was.’ 


“You quick ag gettin’ things ofr 


by ’eart?” Anthony demanded. 


“Not as a rule. I wag .then, 
te vanced by leaps an’. 


bounds; or else Macklin knew ’ow 


"E said ’e’d been some sort 0’ school- 
master once, and he’d make my mind’ 
resume work or break ’imself. That 
‘Gasbein: 
for him on ecount 0’ what he’d-been 
sayin’ about: the: Chinese wife an’? 
the dolly-shop:” >> *> - 
“What Cs Macklin: really say" 4h 


Nother things ‘too; 
Bath “Mineral 
“with: ns, 
was a great advantage. Rees 
to me, heaatice I’ knew the names’ o’ 
“ad lived, 
7em—Laura, 71 
think, or some other girl’s name— 
which Macklin said was’oly ground. 
“akg youd been initiated: then,’ he 
“you'd ha’ felt your : flat. Téet’ 
tingle every time you walked | over 


remar Kable about that, a 


again, 
with Mister T’other 
An’ he dished: me out a page’ 


to deliver the Chargés ‘properly. wou 


“re 











oS 


eet aa - 














- Macklin; ‘ 


ic “Well, 


‘Im leas responsible for it—was to | 


Anthony and I asked almost to- 
gether. Humberstall gave us a frag- 


‘ment. 
‘Jet loose on a ‘pious Ne aiid: world 
without: ‘revision. . 


“And what had your B.S.M. 


been ‘in. civil lige!” ge asked at the 


end. : 

WO Pad: cake ines: Hie an 
undertaker in> the Midlands,” said 
Humberstall ; “but, ‘0 course, when 
he: thought - 76 saw “ Wis*' hanes he 
see ae took. Pin He came along 
one mornin’. lickin’ “Ships. = 
don’t get” past mé this time,’ ’e says 
tos “Macklin. oS oe re FOF it, Pro- 
fessor.’ ; 


WMGCE 


* 


’olesale. 


Ow so, me Hatter Major,’ 
‘an’ what for??:~ 

en ae Mah writin obese words on the 
breech: .o “the ten-inch,’ says the 


BAYS 


DONE She was our old Skoda that 

- ve been’ tellin’? you. ‘about, . We 
called Yer. “Bloody Eliza.’ She ’ad 
a badly worn. abeeeator an’ blew 
through > a ee treat. Io knew by 
Macklin’s face the B:S.M. ’ad 
dropped ~ park “somewhere, “but all he 


vow’salfed was, “Very good, Major. 
We will concider’ it an ‘Common 
Room.’ ‘The ‘B.S.M: couldn’ t never 
stand Macklin’s toff’s way o’ ‘put- 
tin’ things; so he goes off rumblin’ 
; dike: oll’ Ss bells in’ am “urricane, as. 
the Marines say. Macklin put it to 
me at onec; what. had I been doin’ ? 
Some’ ow he’ could read me like ‘a 
” book. ake 

ail: Pd done—an’ I told 


chalk ‘the ~~?’ Ammick 


uns. REVEL 


ah minded what the men w rote up on 


em. / Ev said it gave “em an interest 
‘in their job.’ You’d sce all sorts of 
remarks chalked on. the side- plates 
or the recoil: -g¢ar casin’s.’ 
“What sort. of remarks ?” 
~ Anthony, keenly. | | 


said 


“Oh! ’Ow Bloody Eliza, or “Spite 


tin? Jim—that was our aid Mark 
‘Five Nine. point- two — felt that 
“morning, an’. such things,’ But it. 
?ad come over me—more to please 
~ Macklin than anythin’ clsc—that it 
was time we Jancites ’ad a look in. 


- So,-as T'was. tellin’ Fou; Vd taken : 
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It? was. hardly the stuff to 


‘Vou 


By Rudyard Kipling 


an’ rechristened all three of ’em, on 


my own, early that mornin’. - Spit- 
tin’? Jim T ’ad chalked * The Rever= 
end Collins ’—that Curate ‘T° was 
tellin’ you about; an’ our cut- down. 


~ Navy twelve, 38 Caioral: Tilney,” be | 


cause it was worse wore in the bore 
than anything: ’d ever seen. The 
Skoda (an? that was where 7 dropped 
it) I ’ad chalked. up: “The “Lady 
Catherine De Bugg.’ T made a clean 
breast. of it’ all t6 Macklin.©° He 
reached up ‘an’ patted me on’ the 
shoulder.‘ You ‘done nobly,’ * he 
says. ‘You're bringin 
dant fruit, like a good Janeite. But 
I’m afraid your spellin’ has misled 


our: ee SM. ~That’s: what: it. 
is,’ *’e,says, slappin’ <is little feg. 
Ow might you ’ave spelt’ De 


Burgh ?’ | 

“CL told: ’?im.: ’T wasn’t right’; -an’ 
’e nips off to the Skoda to make: it 
so, When ’e comes’ back,’ ’e says 
that the Gander ’ad been before ?im 
an’ corrected the error. But we-both 


come up before the Major, just the 


same, that afternoon after ‘lunch? 
yeas in the chair, so to speak, 
“Mosse in’ another, an’ the B.S.M. 
chargin’ Macklin at writin’ obese 
words on His Majesty’s property, 
on active service. When. it *tran- 
spired that me an’ not Macklin was 
the offendin’ party, the B:S:M. 
turned 7is ’and in-and sulked like 
a baby. ’E as good as told ’Ammick 
’e couldn’t hope to preserve disei- 


pline unless examples was made— 


meanin’, o’course, Macklin.” 

“Yes, I’ve heard all that;” said: 
Anthony with a contemptuous 
grunt. “The worst of ib is® a lot 


of ates ‘true:’ 

“’Ammick took 7im “up harp 
about Military .Law, which he said 
was even more. fair, than the civilian 
article.” Wir wae 

“My Gawd?” This came ‘tvort 
Anthony’s scornful midmost ‘bosom; 


“¢ Accordin’-to the unwritten law 


of’ the’ -’Eavics,’ ‘says ’Ammick; 


‘there’s no objection to the men 


chalkin’ the guns, if deeency is pre- 
served. On the’ ether ’and,’ says he, 
¢ 

we 


ms 


>. forth abun-: 


‘aven’t yct -scttled the precise — 


y+ 


The labios” 


ne of jndasadaals entitled so to 


do. I/’old that .the pr ivilege is 
confined to combatants. only.’ : 
“<«With the permission of ibe 


Court,’ says Mosse, who was another 


born lawyer, ‘ I’d like to.be allowed 
to join issue on that’ 
‘Prisoner’ S position is very, delicate 
an’ doubtful, an’ he has no legal 
poppesenintive: | 
“Very good,’ says 
Macklin bein’ acquitted——” 
“With submission, me lud,’ says 
Mosse, ‘I hope.to, prove 
- accessory before the fact.’ 
ly OAS anon please,’ 
‘But in that case, ’oo the ’ell’s goin’ 


; nae 


/ 


to get the port I’m tryin’ to stand — 


the Court ?’ 


se submit,’ Says) Bones: 


“prisoner, bein’ under direct jbaure 


‘vation o’ the Court, could: be tém- 
porarily enlarged for that duty.’ 
‘So Macklin went an’ got it, an’ 
the B.S.M. had ’is glass with the 
rest. Then they argued whether 
mess servants an’ 
was -entitled to 
CAmmick versus Mosse). 
bit, ’Ammick as. C.0. give “imself 
best, an’ me an’ Macklin was 


Bae admonished for trespassin” 


on combatants’ rights, an’ the 


B.S.M. was 
peated the offence ’e could deal with 


us summ’rily. .He ’ad some glasses 


o’ port an’ went out quite ’appy. 
Then my turn:come, while Macklin 
was gettin’ them their tea; an’ one 
‘thing leadin’ to another, ’Ammick 


put me through all the Janeite. 


Degrees, you might say. ’Never ’ad 
such a doin’ in my life.” 
“Ves, but what did you tell ’em?”’ 


said Nuthowy “Tean’t ever think 


my lies quick enough when I’m for 


ab.7 | 

“No need to lie. 1 told ’em that 
the back-side view 0’ the Skoda, 
when she was run up, put Lady 
De Bugg into my ’ead. They gave 


me right there, but they said I was 


wrong about General Tilney. ’Cord- 
in? \'to them, our Navy twelve-inch | 


ought to ’ave been christened Miss 


Bates. ay said the same idea ’ad 


point. | 


; amination, 
> \, 
e was | 


Says ’Ammick. : 


non-combatants _ 
chalk the guns — 
After. a: 


warned that if we re-_ 


-. “Not with an Army. 


thony. — And,. 


* J ’adn’t,” he sighed. 5 
there than: ever. before, or since’... ¥ 
Jerry’s March push in ’Eighteen did 





choad my pnd till 1 o seen Ae ; we : 
Then st felt ats 


General’s groovin’. 
had to be the General or. nothin’. 


But they give me full marks: for the — 


Reverend Collins—our nine- Pee 
two.” 
“An? you eed ’em that en O 


talk?” Anthony’ s fox-coloured eye-— 


brows climbed | almost into: his hair. 


“While I: was assistin’ Macklin to ae : 


get tea—yes. 


credit asia Janeite.” 


-“ An’—an’ what did they. say qr af 
“They said it’ was ’ighly. credit- 
able to us both. a 
they give me about a hundred fags.” 

“Gawd! What a Circus you must 
was. Anthony: s gasping . 


-I don’t drink, so 


"ave been,” 


comment, 


“Tt was a ’appy. little Group. ios 
with any. 3 


wouldn’t ite changed 


- other.” Fed 
- _Humberstall. Lighed heavily - as s he 
helped Anthony slide back the organ 


panel. We all admired it in silence, 


while Anthony repocketed his secret : 


polishing mixture, which lived in a 


‘tin tobacco-box. I had neglected my 
work for listening to Humberstall. ee 


Anthony reached out quietly and 
took over a Secretary’s Jewel and a 


rag. Humberstall studied . his. re- | 
flection in the glossy wood, | ee 
~“ Almost,” he said critically, hold- ne 


ing his head to-one side, rs 


with a Safety, 
: cade 
Burgess had ‘foretold, 


as Brother 


’em afterwards, any. time ?.?.>An- 


_thony asked presently. | 
‘Not so many of ’em left. to run. i 


after, now. With the ’Eavieés it’s 
heey neck or nothin.’ 
it, Inthe neck. “din; due. tame.” 
“Well, you come out-of it ~all 


right.” ‘Alathony, spoke both stoutly ie 
and soothingly; but Humberstall 2 


would not be comforted. 
‘(Phat’s right; butat almost wish 





\Seein’, it-was an ex-).- 
I wanted to do ?im crice 


You ‘could su 
though,” said An-_ 


" one might ue 
have shaved i in it with Contes Ae 
“Did you ever run across any Ot Gh 


' We copped | 


“T was ‘appier 








ee Us. 





in; an’ “yet, ow. could we ‘ave 
“expected it? ’Ow could we ’ave ex- 


pected j it? We’ d been sent back for 

Ke test an’ runnin’ repairs, back pretty 
\ near our base; an’ our old loca’ that 
used to shift ug about o’ nights, 

she’ d gone down the line for repairs. 

: But for ’Ammick we wouldn’t even 
& TAYE - ’ad. our camouflage-screens up. 
pestcg told cour Brigadier that, what- 

ever 7e might be in the Gunnery line, 
AS. a: leadin” Divoree lawyer he never 
threw away a point in argument. 

*. Bo-’e 7ad us all screened over in a 


. 





wood; an.’ ’e saw to the screens *im- 
self. The leaves weren’t more than 
comin’ out then, an’ the sun used to 
make our glue-paint stink. Just like 
: actin’ in a, theatre, it was. But. 
‘appy. But’appy! I expect if we'd 
ee heen caterpillars, like the new big 
hows, they'd ha’ remembered us. 
But we was the old La Bassee 715 
_ Mark o’ Heavies that ran on. rails+- 
not much more good, than scrap-iron 
that late in the war. An’ : believe 
me, gents—or Brethren, as 
_ say—we copped it syueh 
aoe ‘ere.! 14 .was in: the afternoon, an’ 
L was, watchin’ Gander instructin’ 
a class. in’ new sights 
Catherine. All of a sudden I voard 
our screens rip overhead, an’ a 
runner_on a motor-bike come. sailin’, 
sailin’ through the air—like that 
bloke that used to. bicycle off 
Brighton _Pier—and. landed one 
’ awful wop almost atop o’ the class. 
Old ’ard,’ says Gander. ‘That’s 
“no way to report. What's the fuss?’ 
‘Your screens ’ave broke my neck, 
: for one thing, says the bloke on thie 
P< ground; ‘an’ for another, the ole 
eo? front’s.-- gone.’ ‘ Nonsense,’ says 
Gander. ’E ’adn’t more than passed 
the | remark — when the man was 
viilently sick an’ conked out. ’E 
‘ad = plenty papers on ’im: from 
i | Brigadiers and ©.0.’s. reporting 
See ‘emselves cut off an’ askin’ . for 
orders. . ?E owas right both ways— 
his back an’ our front. The ’ole 
‘Somme front washed out as clean as 
_kiss-me’and!” - His ‘huge — hand 
: smashed down open on his knee. 


rs 


i 


os 


a 


\ 


“ae : ‘ < d 


~ 





cuttin’ ona little spur-line near a. 


I should | 
Look 


at. Lady : 


By Rudyard Kipling 


“We ’eard about it at the time 
in the ’Oly Land. Was it reelly as 
quick as all that?” said Anthony. 

“Quicker! — Look 7ere! ~~ The 
motor-bike dropped in on us about 
four pip-emma. After that, we 
tried to get orders o’ some kind or 
other, but nothin’ came through 
excep’ that all available transport 
was in use and not likely to be re- 
leased: ~That didn’t ’elp us any: 
About nine o’clock comes along a 
young Brass ’At in brown gloves. 
We was quite a surprise to’im, ’E 
said they were evacuating the area 
and we'd better shift. “Where 
to?” says ’Ammick, rather short. 
—““Oh, somewhere Amiens way,’ 
he says. ‘Not that I’d guarantee 
Amiens for any length o time; hut 
Amiens might do to begin with.’ 
I’m giving you the very words. 
Then ’6 goes off swingin’ ’?is brown 
gloves, and ‘Ammick sends for 
Chuder and orders ’im to march 
the men through Amiens to T Dieppe ; 
book thence to New’aven, take up 
positions be’ind Seaford, an’ carry 
on the war. . Gander said ’e’d see 
?im damned first. ’Ammick says 
’e’d see ?im court-martialled after. 
Gander says what ’e meant to say 
was that the men ’ud see all an’ 
sundry damned before they. went. to 
Amiens. with their  gtnsights 
wrapped up in their putties. ’Am- 
mick ‘says ’e ’adn’t said a word 
about putties, an’ carryin’ off the 
gunsights was purely optional. 

‘Well, anyhow,’ says Gander, ‘ put- 

ties or drawers, they ain’t goin’ to 

shift a step unless you lead the 
procession.’ 

“é Mutinous Younds,’ says ’Am- 
mick. ‘But we live in a democratic 
age. D’you suppose they’d object 
to kindly diggin’ ’emselves in, a 
bit?’ “Not at‘ all,’ says Gander. 
‘The B.S.M.’s kept ’em at it like 
terriers for’ the last three hours.’ 
‘That bein’ .so,’ says ’Ammick, 
‘“Macklin’ll now fetch us small 
glasses 0’ port.’ Then Mosse.comes 
in—he could smell port a mile off— 
an’ he submits we’d only add to the 
congestion in Amiens if we took 
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The Janeites ( 
} 

; p foo] pf 

our crowd there, whereas, if we lay 
doggo where we was, Jerry might 
miss us, though he didn’t seem to 
be missin’ much’ that evenin’. : 
“The “ole country was pretty 
noisy, an’ our dumps we'd lit our- 
selves flarin’’ Heaven’s high as far 
‘as you could see. Lyin’ doggo was 
our best chance. I believe we might 
ha’ pulled it off, if we’d been left 
alone, but along towards midnight 
_—there was some small stuff swish- 
in’ about, but nothin’ particular— 


ight; but Lady Catheri ine and the 


a nice little bald-headed old gentle- 


man in uniform pushes into the 
‘dug-out wipin’ his glasses an’ say- 
in’ ’e was thinkin’ o’ formin’ a 
defensive flank on our left with ’ 

battalion which ’ad just come up. 
’Ammick' says ’e wouldn’t form 
much if ’e was ’im. ‘Oh, don’t say 
that,’ says the old gentleman, very 
shocked. ‘One must support the 
Guns, mustn’t one?’ 
“we was refittin’ an’ about as effec- 
tive just then as a public lav’tory. 
“Go into: Amiens,’ he says, ‘an’ 
defend ’em there.’ ‘Oh, no,’ says 
the old gentleman, ‘me an’ my lad- 
dies must make a defensive flank 
for, you,’ an’ he flips out of the 
-dug-out like a performin’ bull- 
finch, chirruppin’ for his ‘ laddies.’ 
Gawd in’’Eaven knows what sort 
o push they was—little boys mostly 
—but they ’ung on to ’1s coat-tails 


like a Sunday-school treat,' an’ we 


veard ’em muckin’ about in the 
open for a bit. Then a pretty tight 
barrage was slapped down for ten 
rainutes, an’ “Ammick thought the 
laddies had copped it already. 
‘It ll be our turn next,’ says Mosse. 
“There’s been a covey o’ Gothas 
messin’ about for the last ’alf- hour 
—lookin’ for the Railway Shops I 
expect. — 
take ous. ! sari ean! : 
says: ’Ammick, 
pretty low down now.: We’re for it, 
me learned colleagues!’ ‘Me Lud!’ 
says Gander, ‘I believe - 
right, sir. And that was the last 
word / ’eard on the matter.’ 

“Did they cop you then?’ said 
Anthony. ~ 


out’ 0? that,’ 


°>Ammick says 


 OPhey . did: 


Railway Shops. 


up. The Reverend Collins, was. all 


yey T expect Mosse was ey) 
right, an’ they ’ad took us for the ~ 

When T come to, — 
I was lyin’ clean outside the cut- 
tin’, which was pretty well filled — 





General was past. prayin’ Pore: ELS ae 


lay there, takin’ it all in, till [ felt 


cold an’ I looked at meself. Other- Hes < : 
wise, I ’adn’t much on excep’ mel ec) 
So I got up an’ walked 


boots. 
about to keep warm, Then I saw 
somethin’ 


moonlight, 
gentleman’s bald ’ead. I patted it. | 
"Im and ’is laddies ’ad copped it — 


right enough. Some battalion run 


out. ina 


suppose. They: 


) 


dressed myself off ’em there, an 


topped. off with a British warm. 


Then I went back to the cuttin’ an’ 
someone says to me: ‘Dig, you Ox, 
dig ! Gander’s under.’ So I 
‘elped shift things till I threw up 
blood an’ bile Sieds 


out—dead—an’ laid ’im “next ‘me. 
*Ammick ’ad gone too—fair tore 
in ’alf, the «B.S ri: 


funny thing was he talked quite a 


They’re just as likely to ~ 


‘one of ’em sounds 


you’re > 


lot before 
"im below 
me. _ Mosse we never found. 


"Ed 


been standing by Lady Catherine. 
She'd up-ended an’ | ~ 
em, with ’alf the cuttin’ ave of. 


, by the look of things.” 


“Nad what come to Macklin?” 


said Anthony. 
“Dunno. 
mick; I expect I> must ha’ 
blown clear of all by the’ first 
bomb; for I was the on’y Janeite 
left. We lost about half our crowd, 
either under, or after we’d got ’em 
out. The B.S.M. -went 


ran about from one to another say- 
in’: “That: ‘was -av'pood! push! 
That was a’great crowd! Did ye 
ever know any push to touch ’em?’ 
An’ then ’e’d cry. So what was 





like a mushroom in the _ 
It was the nice od 


‘urry from England, I | 
-adn’t even begun 
to dig in—pore little perishers. ia, 


‘Then I. 
dropped, an’ they brought Gander \ 


said ; but the 
’e died, an’ nothin’ to ee 
is stummick, they told 
‘gone back on | 


2 OR was with > Am- 
been 


off o18// 
rocker when mornin’ came, an’ he 


left of us made off for ourselves, an? 










i Sy ca: 18 across. a lorry, eae full, 
16 ie ey took me | in.” 


pee 







Om 


They ‘alt. take. a taxi when it’s 
rai th ?Ever_ ecard that song?” 
iia hey went a long sway back. 





aN hospital — train fillin’ Alp, pa’ 
“one. of the ‘Sisters—a grey-headed 
oe one—ran ee me wavin’ ’er red 
?ands an’ sayin’ there wasn’t room 
for a louse in it. I was’ past car- 
ints But she went on talkin’ 











in Ladbroke Grove, an’ ’ow strange 
for ’er at els time. of life to he 
doin’ this work with a lot o’ men, 
an’ next war, ’ow the nurses ’ud 
"ave. to wear khaki 
account, 0” the mud, like the Land 
Girls; an’ that. reminded ’ er, she’d 
boil ‘me, an ege if she could lay 
‘ands on one, for she’d run a 
chicken- farm. once. You never voard 
ae aes like. it—outside | 0’ Jane, 
_ It set me off laughin’ again. Then a 

Ww oman with a nose an’ tecth on ’er, 
marched up. 
says. “What do you want?” ‘Nothing,’ 


SS 


I says, ‘only make Miss Bates, 
there, stop talkin’ or I’ll die,’ 
Miss Bates?’ she says. ‘What in 


’Eaven’s name makes you call ’er 
that?’ ‘Because she 18,’ T says. 
‘D’you know | what you’re sayin’ ?’ 


she says, an’ “slings: her bony arm. 


round me to get me off es ground, 








‘Course I do,’ I says, ‘an’ if you 
knew Jane youd ae too.’ 
eo she. .‘ You’re 


op} ¢ Veal 


coml by. this train af} 1 have Tok 
kill a Brigadier for you,’ an’ she 
an’ an ord’ ‘ly fair hove me into the 


; Ce 
: wat 


-- me an’ said I’d ’it off Sister Moly- 
_ neux in one, an’ then she pinched 
me an extra blanket. It was ’er 
own ’ospital pretty much. TI expect 
she was the Lady Catherine de 
Burgh of the area, Well, an’: so, 


ee 











hat be f-tea.. went down. 


to cut a long story short, nothing 


‘+ urther: transpired.” } 


MtAdn’t you ’ad enough ley 
then ay asked Os | 
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‘h ! 1?” said ‘Anthony | with sy 


‘Then Le walked a bit, an’ there was 
and. 


vtallein’ about the. war, an’ het ip a- 


breeches on. 


‘What's all this?’ he : 


stretcher. close to the . 


1e shook tands with _ 





By Rudyard Kipling 


<y ‘expect so, Otherwise, if the 
old Circus ’ad been carryin’ on, I 
might. "ave ’ad another turn with 
’em before Armistice. Our B.S.M. 
was right. ‘There never was a hap- 
pier push, ’Ammick an’ Mosse an’ 
Gander an’ the B.S.M. an’ that 
pore little Macklin man makin’ 
an’ passin’ an’ raisin’ me an’ get- 
tin’ me on to the ’ospital train 
after *e was dead, all for a couple 
of Bradburys. I lie awake nights 
still, reviewing matters. Thera 
never was a push. to touch ours, 
never Ne 

Anthony | handed: me hak the 
Secretary's Jewel resplendent. 
“Ah,” said he. “No denyin’ that 
Jane business was more useful. to 
you than the Roman Eagies or the 
Star.an’ Garter. ’Pity there wasn’t 
any of you Janeites in the ’Oly 
Land. / never come across ’em.” 

“Well, as pore Macklin said, it’s 
a very select Society, an’ you’ve got 
to be a Janeite in your ’eart, or 
you won’t have any success, An’ 
yet he made. me a Janeite! I read 
‘all her six books now for pleasure 
"tween times in the shop; an’ it 
brings it all back—down to the 
“smell. of the glue-paint on the 
‘screens, You take it. from me, 
, “Brethren, there’s no one to touch 
Jane when you’re in a tight place. 
Gawd bless ’er, whoever she was.” 

Worshipful. Brother: Burgess, 
from the fioor of the Lodge, lifted 
up his voice in the failing, light to 
call us all from Labour to Refresh- 
“ment. Humberstall hove himself 
up, so very a carthorse of a man 
one almost expected to. hear the 
harness creak on .his back; and: 
‘descended the steps. aah Wp 

He said he could not stay for tea 
because he had promised his mother 
to come home for it, and she would 
most probably be waiting for him 
now at the Lodge door. 

“One or other, of ‘em always 
comes for ’im. He’s apt to miss 
"is gears sometime,” Anthony ex- 
plained to me, as we followed. 

“Goes on a bust, d’you ena 

‘“oTm!  He’s no more touched, 
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The Janeites’ 


liquor than ’e ’as Women since ’e 
was born, No, ’e’s liable to a sort 
0’ quiet fit, like. They came on 


after the dump went up at Eat- 


ables. But for them, ’e’d ha’ been 
Battery Sergeant Major years 
ago.” 


“Oh!” I said. “T couldn’t make 
out why he took on as mess-waiter 


when he got back to his guns. That 


explains things a bit.” 
‘Ys sister told me the dump 
goin’ up. knocked all ’is Gunnery 
instruction clean out of ’im. The 
only thing ’e stuck to was to get 
back to ?is old crowd. Gawd knows 





But I cate pe iahtes tha Janeite 


business, excep’ ’e never told a lie a ye 
‘Ig sister told me 
30. What do you think?” : 


since ’e was six. 


“He isn’t likely to have made it 
up. out of his own head,” I replied. 
“But people don’t get So. crazy 


fond o’ books _ as all that, do they ? u . 


’E’s made ’is sister try to read ’em. 


She’d do anythin’ to please a i ” 


But, as I keep tellin’ 
Auchan D’you 
anything about Jane?” ' i 

“T believe Jane was a bit oe a 
match-maker in a quiet way when 


er, so’d ’ 


"appen to. ‘know : 


she was alive, and I know all her 


‘ow ’e worked it, but ’e did. He hooks are full of match-making,” I 


fair deserted out of England to said. “Yow’d better look out.” 
’em, she says; an’ when they saw “Oh, that’s as good as settled,” 


the state ’e was in, they ’adn’t the 


Anthony replied ; and for the first | 
‘eart to send ’im back or. to 


time in my life, I saw a taxi- 


‘ospital. They kep’ ’im for a mas-  driver—to be sure he was an owner — 

cot, as you might say. That’s al? —blush. ae 

dead true. ’Is sister told me so. RupDYARD Kista.” ui 
se 3 WZ eS a 


IMPORTANT NOTICE 


OWING TO UNFORESEEN AND UNAVOIDABLE 
CIRCUMSTANCES THE. PUBLICATION OF 


‘ ‘Tales of the Long Bow” 
CG. Ke CHESTERTON 


has had to be aa until the next issue of 
“The Story-Teller,” published on May 14th. 


THE FIRST s TORY 


“The Unpresentable Appearance of Colonel Crane” 


WILL THEN CERTAINLY APPEAR 
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“Scandalous 





‘By Horace Annesley Vachell 


He shock his ae head, 


**< This be one o’ they high matters o’ a eplubaed: Slow an’ sure be 


; Ply: motter. 
‘an’ ax no questions. 


7IF7) MADE. her 


acquain- 
tance when she was 
| about fourteen, a 


freckled slip of a girl 
called upon by Fate 
and her father’ to 
“mother” half a dozen 
‘younger brothers and 
my sisters. Saint Michael 
May had bestowed upon 
Ann Misselbrook a 
captivating and dis- 
arming smile—not 
much else in the way 
Still,. 





on 
Bae as. Te al 


of looks. 


ing, like so many Foresters, at many 
jobs in many places. Her mother 
had. been in service before she mar- 
ried, a clean, hard-working, respect- 
able woman, able and willing to 
make sixpence do duty as a shilling. 
It will remain a mystery why such 
- women die generally at a moment 
when they can least be spared. 

Ann alates into her mother’s 

shoes.» 

The Wicolbrook cottage MS cat 
Hernshaw Parva, not far from the 
golf course, ad two of Ann’s 
brothers carried clubs for me. From 
them I learned about Ann and her 
multifarious activities. I met her 
for the first time when one of these 
boys fell ill. She received me in a 
tiny parlour and answered my ques- 
tions with such self-assurance that I 
was impressed. Thanks to Ann her 
brother lived to tell the tale of her 
ministrations. And, in due time, I 
became a friend of the family. 

It was then that I heard the adjec- 
tive “scandalous” applied to Ann 
for the first time by her father. 





spindleshanked, | 


the smile’ sufficed. 
Her father was a Farris labourer, work- 


-upon too frail shoulders. 


Ann comes by her mulishness from Ted. Do ’ee bide a bit 
I be workin’ by the light o’ nature.’ ”’ 


“The 1i’]l besom be allers a-sweep- 
in’ ‘an’ cleanin’: J. tells her -’tis 
scandalous-—-never an-idle moment.” 


- 


I gathered, after more talk, that ; 


Ann caused tongues to wag furi- 
ously in a tiny hamlet where people, 
as a rule, did not: overwork them- 


selves even at jobs that were over- 
paid. Apparently the, Misselbrooks, 


apart from Ann, took life easily, as 
our gypsies do. When I suggested 


to Ted Misselbrook that Ann worked . 


too hard, he grinned at me. 

“She be stubborn as never was, 
barn so, I reckons. Whenever I 
says to hers *You slack off, my 
girl,’ ‘she answers up: ‘I bain’t 
happy, father, till the work be done,’ 
an’—by Josh Mt ahs be never done 
wi’ work in my cottage.” 

Some four years later, the togal 
doctor confirmed my conviction that 
Aun would slip quietly. out of life, 
as her mother did, simply because 
too heavy a burden had been imposed: 
When I 
asked Ann how she did, she replied 
smilingly : 

“Tm not feeling very grand, 
thank yon, sir.” 

Haunted by Ann’s pathetic smile 
—and after a talk with the doctor—I 


tackled Ted Misselbrook. Possibly, 


I was too outspoken. Ted’s vacuous 
face irritated me. To make an im- 
pression upon sluggish wits I had to 
cut deep. 
(Med, old “friend,” TI began, 
want to have a talk with you.’ 
“T be allers ready to throw my old 
tongue, sir.” 
““Vowre a good Christian man, 
Ted, r See you in church every 
Sunday. 


66 IL 


vei well, church goin’ helps. 
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